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Joe Bob Briggs, Prop. 


The 1992 Hubbie Awards 


or the first time in the history of the Drive-In 

Academy Awards, people actually campaigned 
this year. One person even bought me a beer in an 
attempt to influence the voting. I refused, of course, 
then changed my mind when I realized it was a light 
beer. 

Unfortunately, no one actually showed up to 
accept their awards. (We'll have the whole televised 
mess on The Movie Channel next month.) 

Anyhow, let’s get right to it—the final results of 
the 1992 Hubbies. No complaining. I don’t wanna 
hear it. 

Our first category, please: 


BEST ACTRESS 


The runners-up are: 

Brinke Stevens, Teenage Exorcist, as the kinky 
demon-possessed gal who rents a house from a brain- 
damaged street person, gets attacked by a haunted 
party dress, and ends up vamping around, wearing 
a dog collar and black lingerie, flogging a pizza boy 
with a riding crop and discussing the meaning of life 
with a mucus-faced goat monster who lives in her 
basement. 

Jodie Foster, Back Track, as an “environmental 
artist” who witnesses a mob murder and gets kid- 
napped by Dennis Hopper and forced to wear six 
different outfits from Victoria’s Secret until she says 
“Men have no imagination” and teaches him how to 
really get her attention. 

And the winner is... 

Candice Daly, Liquid Dreams, as the blond from 
Kansas who shows up one day trying to find her 
sister, only to discover her dead body in a bathtub 
with giant “extraction marks” in her neck, so she 
gets a job as a “taxi dancer” (girls who dance with 
lonely guys for money) in the same building. 


BREAST ACTIRESS 


— eaenereep are: 


Lana Clarkson, Barbarian Queen II, the only 
blonde barbarian Amazon leader with a Southern 
California accent in history, refusing to bathe, frol- 





Candice Daly, doing the nasty inxt duaee thang. 





Orgy of the Dead,’ Fritz the Nite Oul Update — 





Ava and her Cadells 


icking in the forest with her cardboard sword, and 
threatening to fall out of her flowing chiffon night- 
gown as she screams “Nobody is going to make a lady 
out of me!” at the evil king who keeps her in the 
dungeon and threatens her with death unless she 
reveals the secret of the scepter. 

Cameron, Sunset Strip, as the experienced ex- 
otic-dancing star Crystal, who trains the shy new kid 
night and day, teaching her how to strip as though 
her life depended on it. 

Sally Kirkland, In the Heat of Passion, as a 


psychotherapist who falls out of her dress in every 
scene and chews celery in closeup, for saying “Don’t 
you know that shrinks are the craziest people?” and 
“Show me what a bad girl I’ve been.” 

Marla Maples, Marla Maples Journey To Fit- 
ness, for investing in a pair of hot-orange bicycle 
pants and working that inner thigh, if you know 
what I mean and I think you do. 

And the winner is... 

Ava Cadell, Hard Hunted, as the radio sex-show 
hostess who always wears a leopard-skin Spandex 
bikini over her Cadells in the broadcast booth. 


BEST FOREIGN FLICK 


The runners-up are: 

Prom Night IV: Deliver Us From Evil, Canadian 
version of The Exorcist about a demon-possessed 
mass-murdering priest chained up in the dungeon of 
a church for thirty-four years until he gets loose one 
day and starts ordering teenager-on-a-stick. 

Project A-ko, hooters-and-twisted-metal cartoon 
from Yokohama about a bubblehead 17-year-old at 
an all-girl high school who is so cute and giggly that 
two girls start fighting over her, and then all three 
of them put on leather hot pants and battle giant 
robots while the bubblehead sneaks into an alien 
space ship through a stinky laundry room, fights a 
she-male samurai, and makes her way to the bridge 
where an alcoholic enemy commander is screaming 
“Booze! I need booze!” Directed by Katuhiko 
Nishijima. 

And the winner is... 

Heaven & Earth, one of the greatest samurai 
pictures ever made, about these two samurai war- 
riors in the 16th century who were so evenly matched 
that neither one of em could ever defeat the other 
one, and so they constantly fought this chess match, 
using the lives of warriors, priests, women and 
children as pieces. Featuring battle scenes that use 
as many as 10,000 extras. 
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BEST ACIOR 


The runners-up are: 

Andren Scott, Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend, as 
Marcus Templeton, a guy so depressed that he sits in 
his bathtub for hours with the phone sitting on the 
commode, eats frozen dinners and Slim Jims, watches 
porno strippers on cable in his underwear, buys ajar 
of “Reduce-o-cream” (“as safe as any garden veg- 
etable”) to make himself more attractive to women, 
tries to talk to women who are repulsed by him, 
considers a “Wonder Corset,” wonders if someday 
he’ll become a serial killer or whether he’s currently 
insane, goes to the library to research the subject, 
and calls girls up for dates with opening lines like 
“We could go to lunch. There’s a Sinclair station near 
your house that has sandwiches on sale for $1.49.” 

Dennis Hopper, Back Track, as a hitman who 
spends all his time staring at Polaroids of Jodie 
Foster in her underwear and making squeaky noises 
on a tenor saxophone until he can steal her lingerie, 
handcuff her, put a gun to her head, dress her up like 
a hooker, and convince her of what a wonderful life 
they can have together. 

And the winner is... 

Richard Roundtree, Forced To Fight, as the non- 
violent jailhouse lawyer in a daishiki who rules the 
prison with the pure force of his personality, who 
says “I never met a nigger, Clint—I don’t know what 
a nigger looks like.” 








Andren Scott wonders why girls just won’t 
take him seriously as a romantic partner. 





BEST BAD GUY 





The runners-up are: 

Wings Hauser, Beastmaster 2: Through the Por- . 
tal of Time, as the evil overlord Arklon, for wearing 
a lame Phantom of the Opera mask throughout the 
whole movie and for saying stuff like “I don’t like it— 
bring the witch!” and “I shall feed on your memories 
and know all that you know” and “Oh gods of war and 
thunder, show me the way to my kingdom!” 

Mitchell Laurance, The Runestone, as a giant 
Norse god that hangs around Soho killing preten- 
tious Yuppies at art gallery openings and wearing a 
bear suit because Joan Severance broke up with him 
and moved to Maine. 

And the winner is... 

James Carver, Prom Night IV: Deliver Us From 
Evil, as Father Jonas the psycho demon-possessed 
priest who sneaks up on high school couples who are 
in flagrante aardvarkus, slashes their throats with 
a giant crucifix switchblade, burns them up, goes 
back to a secret cave in the bowels of the monastery 
and watches his hands and feet bleed while he prays 
“Help me, Holy Father, to save the sluts and whores.” 


BEST SEQUEL 


The runners-up are: 

Basket Case III, latest in the handicapped-rights 
series starring the world’s most famous gnarly- 
squashed-octopus-Siamese-twin-in-a-basket, in 
which Duane and Belial go down South and visit 
“Little Hal,” a 3,000-pound six-armed Jello mold 
with acne. A combination of Alien, The Terminator 
II, and The Chef Boyardee Pasta Jubilee Show. 


The Terror Within II, starring a couple of veiny 
lizard-legged monsters with bloody hair nets grow- 
ing out of the sides of their skulls, trying to rape the 
remaining female population of planet Earth in 
order to produce even more Mucus Beasts, rampag- 
ing through the countryside and attempting to breed 
with Stella Stevens. 





tic? I don’t know anymore.” 

And the winner is... 

Andren Scott, Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend: “At 
least this is better than my last job, changing those 
aromatic urinal cakes.” 


BEST KUNG FU 


The runners-up are: 

Pan Qingfu, Iron & Silk, the kung fu master 
who can twirl one of those ten-foot lances like 
an LSU majorette and is about as close as they 
come to the Rudolf Nureyev of Chopsocky, who 
says stuff like “In martial arts you hit with the 
eyes.” 

Don “The Dragon” Wilson, Forced To Fight, 
a half-Japanese, half-Anglo kung-fu champeen, 
who got thrown into prison because “They 
didn’t like the color of my skin.” 

And the winner is... 

Jeff Wincott, Deadly Bet, as a gambling 
addict alcoholic kung-fu champion who spends 
about 80 per cent of the movie either getting 
drunk, getting the bejabbers beat out of him, 
beating the bejabbers out of somebody else, or 
begging Charlene Tilton to take him back. 


BESTFLICK 


The runners-up are: 

Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend, the low-bud- 
get made-in-Denver independent comedy in 
which a chubby Omaha security guard in a 
lumpy golf shirt spends his entire life savings 


A “Midget Hulk Hogan battles his way out of Jane on call girls in less than two weeks. 


Cameron’s womb, in the Drive-In Academy Award 


winner The Unborn. 


And the winner is. . 

Hellraiser III: Hell on Earth, with the kinky sex 
demons from hell recruiting depraved disco owners 
and attacking entire dance floors full of leering 
singles, ripping their flesh off with steel hooks, and 
leaving them wailing in little clumps of black leather 
and ankle chains. 


BESTDIALOGUE 


The runners-up are: 

Marla Maples, Marla Maples Journey To Fit- 
ness: “Lift the heels toward the ceiling.” 

Webb Wilder, Corn Flicks, who sings a song 
about Elvis with the lyric: “If you don’t think he was 
number one, then you're full of number two.” 

Brick Bronsky, The Good, the Bad and the 
Subhumanoid: Class of Nuke ‘Em High, Part 3: “I 
had this sex dream in which two extremely trendy 
well-dressed lesbian spirits exhorted me.” 

Stella Stevens, The Terror Within II: “It’s a 
mutant sperm of some sort, forcing its way into the 
embryo, fusing with it, battling for genetic domi- 
nance!” 

Harrison Leduke, Laser Moon: “Paper or plas- 


Liquid Dreams, the weird sci-fi flick about 
a high-rise where they get women all erotically 
Juiced up in topless bars and then siphon endorphins 
out of their brains so they can bottle em as “peak 
experience” sex drugs. Great special effects that 
make the whole movie like being inside a combina- 
tion of Disneyland, Leavenworth, and Geno’s Top- 
less Bar. 

And the winner is... 

The Unborn, killer-baby movie about a woman 
who gets juiced up with nuclear-strength baby-pro- 
tein fertility steroids, and ends up with a miniature 
Hulk Hogan drawing geometic shapes on her stom- 
ach and ripping apart her intestines, until she runs 
off to a back-alley abortion specialist and says “Go 
ahead—tell me I’m glowing.” 


BEST DIRECTOR 


The runners-up are: 

Ronnie Cramer, Even Hitler Had a Girlfriend. 

Haruki Kadokawa, Heaven & Earth. 

Mark Manos, Liquid Dreams. 

Oley Sassone, Forced To Fight. 

And the winner is . 

Rodman Flender, The Unborn and In the Heat of 
Passion. 


O ne World One 


Sting, Dave Gilmou 
Leningrad Symphony O 
Geldof and many other 
and Kevin Godley. B 
Enchanted April: 
cars, starring Mirand 
Walker and Joan Plo . 
musician targeted by a serial makes elaborate sculp- 
uk , tures out of his victims. Alsc st essica Steen, Stephen 
million at the box office $99.99 Shellen. Prism. es 95. Ap 2 | 
Flirting: Australi i 


beautiful Thandie Ne 

the school across the 

Bartholomew Rose, 
Gabriel Over the W. 


- The Tigress: Erotic thriller starring James Remar as a 


zarming swindler in 1920's Berlin who fallsin love with Valentina 





video release of the sequel to 


CAN'T WAIT FOR... 


Reviews by the Comedy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


takeoff’ filled with jokes and sight gags, starring a “manic” 
John Turturro, “doing a relentless Groucho imitation” 
as an ambulance-chasing attorney who helps a wealthy dowager 
found a ballet company, and Bob Nelson and Mel Smith as the 
modern Chico and Harpo. “A combination of Duck Soup and A 
Night at the Opera applied to ballet.” “A good afternoon movie— 


B rain Donors: “Good-time” “fast-paced” “Marx Brothers 






ao 


said about Alyssa Milano in Little Sister. 


brain candy.” “Kids will eat this one up.” “Is there anything John 
Turturro can’t do?” “Really dumb slapstick—lots of vases smashed 
over people’s heads.” “Outstandingly entertaining opening and 
closing claymation sequences by Will Vinton.” “Short, stupid, 
slapstick.” Turturro has the best lines: “I got twice the sleep at a 
Julio Iglesias concert,” and “I threw myself on top of an 18-year- 
old Vietnamese girl and saved his life.” One dead body. Prosthe- 
ses roll. Kung Fu. Chloroform Fu. Whoopie-cushion Fu. Cast: 
Teri Copley (“hot,” “a big future in comedies”), George de la 
Pena (“good”), John Savident, Nancy Marchand. Writer: Pat 
Proft. Director: Dennis Dugan. [Paramount. 1992.] Overall 
rating: 81. 
rue Identity: “Subtle” “well-plotted” “fair” low-budget 
i comedy based on a Saturday Night Live skit, starring the 
“very classy” Lenny Henry, “excellent” as a fast-talking 
actor who is entrusted with the deepest secrets of a billionaire 
businessman (the “good” Frank Langella), then has to don 
whiteface so he can get the contract for his own murder. Charles 
Lane turns in a love-him-or-hate-him performance, either a 
“good foil” as “the friend with a penchant for large women,” or 
“annoying and completely unbelievable as a ‘ladies man.” “Lenny 
Henry is better at being white than being black.” “Most of the cast 
walk through their roles.” “The trailer for this movie resembled 
something starring Seka and Jamie Gillis.” “We have to sit 
through an awful lot of Shakespeare for a comedy.” “Ten minutes 
too long.” Two dead bodies. Exploding boat. Exploding fake head. 


“Hollow pretentious bitch with PMS” was the kindest thing 


Gratuitous James Brown impersonator. Boom box Fu. Air- 
turbulence Fu. Water-bed-electrocution Fu. Othello Fu. Cast: 
James Earl Jones (“good”), Michael McKean, Anne-Marie 
Johnson (“weak love interest”), Andrea Katsulas (“excel- 
lent”), J.T. Walsh, Peggy Lipton (“looking the best she’s looked 
since her Mod Squad days”). Writer: Andy Breckman. Director: 
Charles Lane. | Hollywood Pictures. 1991/92.|Overall rating: 80. 
ittle Sister: “Politically correct” “cutesy” “feel-good” 
i cross-dressing romantic comedy starring the “out- 
standing” Jonathan Silverman as a prankster who 
infiltrates a sorority house by dressing up as a girl, falls in love 
with Alyssa Milano (“a hollow pretentious bitch with perma- 
nent PMS”), and ends up being elected Greek Queen. With 
good acting by Jerry Gideon as Milano’s “goofy conceited 
jerk boyfriend,” William Frankfather as “a typical night- 
mare father-jock,” and Patrick Richwood as “the hopeless 
nerd who comes of age.” “Hokey.” “Innocent fun, but looks 
more like a TV sitcom.” “Girls would like this movie, because 
its a running fashion show.” “For some bizarre reason 
Silverman affects a bad British accent—no one would believe 
he is female.” “Alyssa Milano fashion no-no’s include wearing 
the same pullover top on two different days; having her hair 
bleached out for the graduation scene, then dyed back the next 
day; and suspected puffy-lip injections.” “Zombie actors.” 
“Nobody’s having any fun.” “Trite, tiresome, dull, predict- 
able—Tootsie for sub-teens.” Among writer/director Jimmy 
Zeilinger’s best lines are “Heads I leave you alone—tails you 
put on the leopard outfit”; “Take your hair for a walk”; “Then, 
after the girls on the 900 line started hanging up on me, my 
confidence started to kinda dwindle”; “Guys think they’re so 
hot just cause they can write their name in the snow’; “She 
wants masculinity and I’m wearing a chiffon dress”; “Your 
eyes shine like melted wax on a Buick”; “Oh my God! [have the 
same underwear!”; and “Waking up after a party, not knowing 
where the hell you are, smelling like something the cat 
dragged in dead from the yard, heh, heh, heh—it’s the best!” 
Volleyball Fu. Cast: George Newbern (“good”), Michele 
Matheson, Leilani Sarelle, Christine Healy, Moon Zappa. 
[Live. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 76. 


o, 
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ring D.B. Sweeney, “unconvincing” as a tough-guy hockey 

player forced to retire when he’s injured, and Moira 
Kelly as a classically-trained figure skater with a prima donna 
attitude, in an “overlong” story in which they fall in love and win 
the Olympic gold medal. With Roy Dotrice as their coach, using 
“one of the worst fake Russian accents in history.” “Predictable.” 
“Flashdance Meets Ice Castles.” “Dirty Dancing Meets All the 
Right Moves Meets The Turning Point Meets Flashdance.” 
“Great competition scenes—very realistic—I enjoyed this more 
than I anticipated.” “The ice sequences are really quite good.” 
“Maudlin, cute and wealth-worshipping.” The best line is, “I’ve 
got laundry that can skate better than that!” Gratuitous Zamboni 


sequence. Hockey puck 
Fu. Cast: Terry = 
Official 
Rating System 


T he Cutting Edge: “Sickening” romantic “pablum” star- 


O’Quinn, Dwier 
Brown. Writer: Tony 
Gilroy. Director: Paul 
M. Glaser. [MGM/UA. 
1992.] Overallrating: 75. 


* 88-84 Excellent 


hooting Elizabeth: 83-80 Decent 
tay “Predictable” “la- 79-75 Watchable 
bored” black com- 


: . : 74-65 Pathetic 
edy starring a “weak 64-50 Dog Doo Doo 
Jeff Goldblum as a 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 
94-89 Classic 





bottled-water salesman going through a mid-life crisis who plans 
to murder his shrewish wife, “below average” but “sexy” Mimi 
Rogers, on his 40th birthday at a Spanish resort, but ends up not 
killing her after all, but finding he’s charged with her “murder,” 
then having to find her to prove to the police he’s a wonderful 
husband. “It’s a foreign film with U.S. stars, and is better than 
average for a foreign film.” “Not a great movie, but 
watchable.” “Jeff Goldblum carries what there is of 
this film.” “A very satisfying ending.” “Cliche after 
cliche after cliche.” “In a few cases, the accents are 
indecipherable.” “Who cares?” “I would rather have 
someone shoot me.” “Gag.” Mimi Rogers has the best 
line: “Howard, for Christ’s sake, your thing is show- 
ing.” Cast: Bert Kwouk (“stands out” as a priest). 
Writer: Robbie Fox. Director: Baz Taylor. [Live. 
1992.] Overall rating: 74. 


0, 
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unbelievable” “annoying” “lightweight” “blah” 
Jewish comedy about the romance between 
“unconvincing” Jason Alexander, “awful” as a shy 
overweight shoe salesman, and “bogus” Nia Peeples, 
as a beautiful psychology professor who wants to 
study his obesity for her masters thesis. With Cassie 
Yates as a hooker, “the only bright spot,” and Lainie 
Kazan, who “doesn’t cut it” as a “forced” Jewish 
mother. “This should have been circumcised at the 
first reel.” “Makes Jews seem unfunny.” “Too long.” 
“Unlikeable characters.” “Thought it would never 
end.” “I wished the male lead would commit suicide.” 
“Nia Peeples sings a lot of embarrassingly stupid 
Italian love songs.” Minority opinion: “It’s a nice 
film—enjoyable and well-made. I liked it.” Alexander 
has the best line: “I thought you could relate to having 
three chins and a gut like a whale.” Extended thong- 
underwear scene (“the high point”). Cast: Eileen Brennan 
(“pleasantly quirky”), Larry Storch (“nice to see him working 
again”), Lou Jacobi (“I’m sorry, your character is tired and 
stupid”). Writer: Jonnie Lindsell. Director: Robert Marcarelli. 
[Paramount. 1991/92.] Overall rating: 71. 
nly You: “Bland” “pointless” “dreadful” comedy starring 
Andrew McCarthy (good but “wasted”) as a man who 
goes to a Caribbean resort with “annoyingly” mean blonde 
bimbo Kelly Preston, but once there meets intelligent, down-to- 
earth brunette Helen Hunt. “It seems like an episode from The 
Love Boat.” “A remake of 10, without Dudley Moore, Blake 
Edwards, or sex.” “Gives new meaning to the word ‘slow.” “Pretty 
good for a movie filmed in Oxnard.” “Devoid of anything remotely 
funny.” “Sometimes movies like this are so bad they're funny— 
not this time.” “The kids at the resort seem to have gotten their 
acting training from watching Jt Happened At the World’s Fair 
over and over again.” Screenwriter Wayne Allan Rice’s best 
lines were “If I want dependability, I'l marry a Volvo,” and 
“You're very photogenic when you're terrified.” Nineteen-second 
cameo by Kid Creole and the Coconuts. One sailboat crash. Kelp 
Fu. Cast: Courtland Mead, Pepe Serna, Daniel Roebuck, 
Rich Hall. Director: Betty Thomas. [Live. 1991/92.] Overall 
rating: 69. 


I Don’t Buy Kisses Anymore: “Boring” “totally 


o, 
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ecret Ingredient: “Pointless” “punishing” tale of an ailing 
fe millionaire who sends his daughter, “icky bimbo from hell” 
Catherine Hicks, to Yugoslavia to reestablish a monas- 
a where the ae oe cognac of the monks of St. 


Celare was once brewed. The plan to find the secret formula is 
interrupted by a “muscle-bound hunk” monk (“wooden” but 
“funny,” “likeable but not believable” Rick Rossovich), a band 
of gypsy terrorists, a group of friars, and the inept state police. 
“Really, really bad, but weird enough tobe interesting.” “Catherine 
Hicks is pretty bad, and her hair is really bad, and her costumes 





Kelly Preston gets her hooks into Rileew McC arthy, until he wises 
up, in Only You. 


stink.” “Catherine Hicks couldn’t act her way out of a Slavic 
country.” “Way too cute.” “Interest level zilch.” “Beautiful place 
to shoot a movie—Croatia.” “Travel commercials are better than 
this.” “Poor photography.” One explosion. One motor vehicle 
chase. Gratuitous Geraldo look-alike. Kung Fu. Alternate title: 
Cognac. Cast: Sam Wanamaker (“overacting scenery-chewer’”), 
Gary Kroeger (“outstanding” as Charles the chemist), Brad 
Dexter (“pretty funny”), Dara Chalenich (“good”). Writer: 
Christopher Longshadow, from a story by Ric Hardman. 
Director: Slobodan Shijan. [Hemdale. 1992.] Overall rating: 
69. 

or Richer, For Poorer: “Incredibly boring” Jack Lemmon 
K vehicle about a millionaire who tries to teach his lazy son, 

Jonathan Silverman, a lesson by giving away the family 
fortune. The committee liked Jack, even when “his eyes glaze 
over,” but mostly because he was courageous enough to “carry 
this film all the way to its grave.” “I don’t think Jack will put this 
on his reel.” The highlight ofhis performance is when he says, “My 
son and my thing—I can’t get either one of them to work.” The 
film is a “waste of a huge amount of money.” Some were “scream- 
ing out loud for it to end,” others grossed out by the subplot in 
which “tens of father-son hugs and kisses drive wife and mistress 
to go lesbo on each other.” “Not even dumbly funny.” Only one 
person considered it a “genuinely funny, feel-good ‘upper’ movie.” 
Also starring Talia Shire, who says “Screw my grandmother— 
let’s eat!” Cast: Joanna Gleason, Madeline Kahn. Writer: 
Stan Daniels. Director: Jay Sandrich. [HBO. 1992.] Overall 
ee: 67. 





ritz Peeren- 
boom, better 
known as “Fritz the 
Nite Owl,” was one of 
the few remaining lo- 
cal television movie 
hosts when he was laid 
off as part of a “general 
staff reduction” two 
years ago at WBNS- 
TV, Channel 10 in Co- 
lumbus, Ohio. Fritz, 
one of the “All-Star 
Horror Hosts” who 
guest-starred on Joe 
Bob’s Drive-In Theater 
several years back, was 
consistently strong in 
the Columbus ratings, 
appearing every night 
opposite Johnny 
Carson and David 
Letterman. He beat 
Carson two out of five 
nights, and he always 
beat Letterman, even 
though he was playing 
the worst movies ever 
made and basically 
winning the time slot 
on the basis of his com- 
edy. When the ax fell, 
it fell on Fritz and 13 
other people—and af- 
ter 17 years, he was 
fired by programming 
director Doug Park- 
er, who had only been 
at the station a few 
months. “He read the 
script well,” said Fritz. 
“He was surprised that 
I was upset. He said he 
didn’t understand why 
I was taking it like I 
was. It was because I 
had four Emmys and because people love me and 
because I’m old. I don’t want to go out pounding the 
pavement at age 57.” Fritz, a good comic actor and a 
great announcer, is working on some syndication 
deals, but would like to hear from you if you’ve got a 
lead on a new gig: Fritz Peerenboom, 4358 Kenny 
Rd., Columbus, OH 43220. : 
€ 
Hennessy Jazz Notes is a slender little quarterly 
newsletter written and edited by our friend Michael 
Bourne, jazz expert who sometimes spins records at 
WBGO “Jazz 88” in New York City. It’s mostly 
question-and-answer interviews with artists like 








... Wherein We report from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits dwell. 


Can TV survive the loss of Fritz? We think not. 


Roy Haynes, Red 
Rodney, John Sco- 
field, and Wynton 
Marsalis, with well- 
known jazz fans like 
Bill Cosby, and the 
best part about it is 
that it’s free. Hennessy 
Cognac sponsors the 
newsletter to publicize 
all the various Hen- 
nessy Jazz Concerts 
held each year, the 
most famous of which 
is the Hennessy Jazz 
Search, aseries of com- 
petitions resulting in 
the naming of the best 
new jazz artist every 
May at The Bottom 
Line in New York. To 
get the four-page 
newsletter, just drop a 
line, stating that 
you're 21 years or 
older, to: Hennessy 
Jazz Notes, c/o PIMS 
New York, P.O. Box 
871, New York, NY 
10159-0871. 
® 

Here’s proof that if 
it’s tacky enough, 
somebody will collect 
it: Eight Track City, 
the first newsletter 
devoted to collectors of 
“The Forgotten For- 
mat”—eight-track 
tapes. It’s hard for us 
to believe that all 
eight-tracks haven’t 
broken by now, since 
most of them broke 
about two weeks after 
you bought them, but, 
in fact, they just became so rare that they fetch prices 
of up to $100 per tape. (The rarest one is Never Mind 
the Bollocks by The Sex Pistols.) The editor of Eight 
Track City is record store owner Big Bucks Burnett 
of Dallas, whom many of you may remember as the 
founder of the Mr. Ed Fan Club. Big Bucks, in the 
opening pages of his eight-page catalog of rare eight- 
tracks, says, “It is time. It is time for we, the eight- 
track-loving citizens of Earth, to unite... . If all this 
sounds too far-fetched or radical to you, read no 
further. Perhaps you are a format sissy and should 
listen to cassettes instead!” Big Bucks will send you 






- copy of the newsletter for a buck. Even more 


Wayne of the Ozarks. 


horrifying, he’ll sell you the complete four-tape Car- 
penters collection—Close To You, Passage, Horizon 
and A Song For You—for $25. If you go by his store, 
he’ll even pay you money for rare eight-tracks. 
Bizarros can write to him at: Big Bucks Burnett, 
Fourteen Records, 2913 Greenville Ave., Dallas, TX 
75206. 
oe: 

Joe Bob’s close personal friend, the one and only 
Wayne Newton, is the latest entertainer to open a 
nightclub in the Vegas-of-the-Ozarks—Branson, Mis- 
souri. The Wayne Newton Theatre held its grand 
opening May 1, and will go a long way toward 
retiring the debt that threw Big Wayne into Chapter 
11 bankruptcy last year. To give you some idea of 
what a big deal this is, Wayne will perform in this 
showroom a total of 20 weeks this year, which is 
almost as many as he does at his regular home, the 
Las Vegas Hilton. For more information, write to: 
Wayne Newton International Fan Club, Inc., P.O. 
Box 1554, Grand Rapids, MI 49501-1554. 

€ 

Like prostitution itself, The Oldest Profession 
Times keeps chugging along through every kind of 
adversity. This monthly six-page report on legal 
cases affecting prostitutes across America is now 
published by Norma Jean Almodovar, head of 
C.O.Y.O.T.E., the hookers-rights organization in 
Los Angeles, with help from sex workers in San 
Francisco, Sacramento, New York and Boston. Within 





its pages you can read everything from a 
complete report on the European Sex Work- 
ers Conference, held two years ago in Frank- 
furt, to the story of a guy sentenced to four 
years in prison for staging stag parties, to 
the case of the Los Angeles cop who beat up 
a prostitute and her pimp on a street corner 
but got off with a mere 500 hours of “commu- 
nity service.” The Oldest Profession Times is 
strictly a non-profit endeavor, with occa- 
sional surpluses used to help people in legal 
trouble, like Will Tracy and his wife Mary 
Ellen Tracy, the couple who ran the church 
that believed in “sacred prostitution.” Al- 
though all of the alleged sex acts were be- 
tween consenting adults, and were not even 
done for money, both husband and wife were 
sent to prison, leaving their seven children 
without support. C.O.Y.O.T.E., the Liber- 
tarian Party, and other organizations took 
care of the kids and paid for their food until 
Will was finally released. For a subscription, 
they ask $25 for six issues, $2 for each back 
issue, payable to: The Oldest Profession 
Times, c/o C.O.Y.O.T.E., 1626 N. Wilcox 
Ave. #580, Hollywood, CA 90028. 
€ 

Legend of the Overfiend is reportedly the 
most hardcore Japanese anime film ever 
made, and so Central Park Media—the leading 
distributor of anime movies in this country—will be 
releasing it directly to theaters. This story of a 
monster reborn every 3,000 years with a mission to 
destroy the world has grossed more than $4 million 
in Japan, and will probably get an NC-17 rating, 
both for sex and violence. We can’t wait. 

€ 

There’s a guy named Malok in Wisconsin who 
has sent us literally hundreds of pieces of mail art in 
hand-addressed No. 10 envelopes bursting with im- 
ages of Xeroxed absurdity and rants about every- 
thing from colon cancer to Ayn Rand. We have no 
idea what any of it means, but if you’re into mail art, 
send this guy anything and he'll fill your mailbox 
with ...something: Malok, P.O. Box 41, Waukau, WI 
54980. 

€ 

The New Zealand zombie flick Braindead, which 
hasn’t been released in the United States yet, is 
described by Variety as “the goriest film ever made”— 
an especially surprising statement, since it comes 
from such a censorship-minded country. (Appar- 
ently the New Zealand censor board is kinder when 
it’s one of their own.) No one should be surprised, 
though, when they learn the name of the film’s 
director—grossout king Peter Jackson, whose pre- 
vious efforts are Bad Taste and Meet the Feebles. 
Trimark bought the American rights to Braindead 
and should be releasing it any day now. 


Why didnt they have this stuff when I was in school? 


Read Books, Get Bucks 


his is a great time to be a 12-year-old in 
Clemmons, North Carolina. The school board 
just passed a policy to hand out two bucks every time 
you read a book. 
I'm not kidding. Read the book. Collect two 
dollars. Do not go to jail. 
I'm a little upset about it. This is one more thing 
they didn’t have when I was in school. They didn’t 
have karate class, and they didn’t have the cold- 
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And then, once you did this for about, oh, six 
months, you'd be ready for the true big leagues— 
writing book reports on books that don’t even exist. 
You just make up a title, like Grover Cleveland: Man 
of Destiny, and then you read a two-page article on 
Grover Cleveland in the World Book, and then you 
put just enough specific information in the book 
report to make the teacher aware that you read 
something, even if they can’t be sure just what it was. 
Pick the author’s 
names out of the 
phone book. The ones 
you'd make up, like 
“James Smith,” are too 
obvious. Find names 





eer: like “Lazarus P. 
EET — Stickney.” 


PH 2 They'll fall for this 


every time. And you 
know why? Because 
they don’t believe a 
kid that young can 
think this stuff up. 
Anyhow, I lost my 
big chance, because 
they didn’t start do- 
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cash-for-reading program. All they ever gave us is a 
lousy certificate with gold stickers on it. And you had 
to read ten books before you even got that. 

I could have worked this scam so smoothly I’d 
still be living off the profits today. First of all, you 
always start with Animal Farm by George Orwell, 
the book that nobody would ever read except that it’s 
the shortest book ever written that impresses teach- 
ers. Next, you find one of those rinky-dink branch 
libraries that stocks a full supply of Cliffs Notes. On 
a good day, you could rack up forty bucks, even if you 
had to write a book report on every book. 

Third, you can always find at least one teacher 
who believes the Hardy Boys books are educational. 
And if that doesn’t work, you can read obscure sports 
books with strange titles that are just barely impres- 
sive enough to make the teacher think there’s some- 
thing valuable inside. A title like Baseball and 
America’s Cultural Heritage. Just make sure you 
don’t have the book in your possession when the 
teacher asks about it. “Oh, I already took it back to 
the library.” That way they'll never find out it was 
full of pictures of Ty Cobb and Satchel Paige. 


weeks ago in 
Clemmons, North 
Carolina. The idea the 
school board had is that “at risk” children should be 
encouraged to read books, because it will keep them 
out of trouble. When the cash-payment plan was first 
proposed, they had a brutal fight, breaking down 
along class lines. The wealthier, mostly white par- 
ents thought it was the most idiotic thing they'd ever 
heard of. The black parents—and the black school 
board members—were mostly for it. And the debate 
reached its highest point one night when a woman 
was saying, “Maybe if we just tried to teach the kids 
about books in such a way that they would want to 
read them.. .” 

And she was interrupted by a school board mem- 
ber who burst out, “These kids don’t want books! 
These kids want money!” 

And that settled it. The school board voted for 
money. 

And then there was this long post-mortem where 
people went around shaking their heads, saying 
things like, “Well, we live in different times. Kids are 
different today than when we were growing up.” 

No they’re not. 

I wanted money, too. 
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ss Drive-In Theater ny 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

May 29: “Wes Craven Night,” honoring the twenty-year career 
of the great horror director. First up is The People Under the Stairs, 
his 1991 nightmare about an evil landlord couple (Everett McGill 
and Wendy Robie) who keep deformed, abused runaways locked 
up in their basement, with Brandon Adams as the curious little 
kid determined to get inside and rescue a girl played by A.J. 
Langner. Four stars. (Second feature: Shocker: Craven’s 1989 
classic starring Mitch Pileggi as Horace Pinker, the bald-headed 
goon-faced handyman who jumps out of TV sets and carves up 
families. The only one who can stop him is his estranged son, Peter 
Berg, who’s been a little detached from his dad ever since Dad 
carved up Mom and little sister while he was blowing off daddy’s 
kneecap with a shotgun. Four stars.) 

June 5: “Sharon Stone Night”: Basic Instinct, Scissors. 

June 12: Emanuelle Around the World, Assault of the Killer 
Bimbos. 

June 19: Kiss Me a Killer, Concrete War. 

June 26: A Kiss Before Dying (1991), Sorority Babes in the 
Slimeball Bowl-o-rama. 


R.LP. 


Decatur Drive-In 





Decatur, Indiana 


Bureaucrat Alert! The Decatur Drive-In, on 
U.S. 33 at Salem Road, about a mile outside 
Decatur, Indiana, never opened this year, ending 
forty-one years of continuous operation. We re- 
ported that it might happen, and it did happen. 
The State of Indiana confiscated 2 1/4 acres of the 
drive-in to build a new highway cloverleaf. That 
land once housed the marquee, the ticket booth, 
the fence, 120 of the 400 speaker posts, the 
electrical system, and the septic system. Here’s 
the worst of it—it would cost $100,000 to replace 
all that stuff and keep the drive-in running, but 
the state refuses to pay, says all it’s good for is 
farmland. Owner Alan J. Kalver vows to fight, 
but he’s not optimistic. John Briggs of Geneva, 
Indiana, reminds us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it could happen here. 


GomE SAID AT ONE POINT 
THEY HAD ACTUALLY BEEN 
HUMAN BEINGS... BUT FEW 























GHEY SWARMED ACROSS 
AMERICA, DEVOURING ALL IN 
THEIR PATH !/ AND THEIR 
NUMBERS GRowW LARGER 
EVERYDAY !! 


Wuat COULD BE DONE ABOUT 
THIS HORRIBLE MENACE 2? 
WHAT, 0H WHAT ?? 


WHY... MAYBE WE SHOULD 
ROUND THEM ALL UP 
AND, AND... SUE pace 
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“Mebins iecer (Bann Witt): Aaa 
graphical short story collection detailing the bi- 
zarre encounters and sexscapades of this strip- 


per/porn actress/dog-lover/poet laureate of the 
"70s. From pre-AIDS era gay bath houses to the 
legendary Mitchell brothers’ “Ultra Room” (don’t 
ask—whoa!), she does anything anywhere with 
anyone. Well... except for that German shepherd 
(a girl’s gotta have standards). Two stars (for the 
title). ($7. Manic D Press, P.O. Box 410804, San 
Francisco, CA 94141.) 





Free Junk 


‘The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 


: world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob givesitaway — 
_ at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the 
_ first person whoasks for it. He gives it to the first person 
he notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter — 


happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open > 
_ the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you actlikea — 
jerki in your letter, you’ will: receive 1 no ofree junk for t the _ 
See te i. 


- Books oF : _ 
‘The Art of the Playwright: ‘Creating the Mone of Theaire 


| ce William Packard, At My Father’s Wedding: Reclaiming Our | 


True Masculinity by John Lee, Basic Writings by J onathan _ 
Edwards, The Beans of Egypt, Maine by Carolyn Chute, Blue — 


- Guide New York, The Bob Book by David Rensin and Bill 


_ Zehme, Bonney’ s Place by Leon Hale, Fodor’s California, 


Camping and Vacationing with the First Americans by Paul - 
DuPre, Casablanca screenplay, The Chasm of Fire by Irina — 


_ Tweedie, The Christmas Books by Charles Dickens, A Christ-_ 


- mas Carol and The Chimes by Charles Dickens, Chronic | 
‘Fatigue Syndrome by Bernie S. ‘Siegel, M_D., National — 


‘Lampoon’ s Class Reunion, Cold-Drill by | Boise State Univer- 
ay Comedy Improvisation by Delton T. Horn, Computer 
Migs by: John Bear, Ph. D., Aree, Science and ele seolo yby 


Dallas Mavericks 91- 92 Media Guide, Dark siete co} 
_ Daughters by Consuelo Saah Baehr, Dinosaurs for Hir 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

Town some land in Harmony, West Virginia, that 
would be perfect for a new drive-in. Know of any 
venture capitalists interested in investing? 

The Major 
San Francisco 





Dear Major: 

Ican’t believe youre having trouble getting money 
to build the first brand-new drive-in in ten years, 
especially since it would be located in one of the 
poorest parts of the Appalachian Mountains during 
a recession. 

Those people need that drive-in. 

I'll do whatever I can. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

This morning I opened the door to let the cats 
outside. Instead of closing the door behind them, as 
I usually do, I left it propped open so that they could 
come back inside when they wished. This was highly 
disturbing to them. The open door was like a dimen- 
sional warp between the “inside” and the “outside.” 
They ran for their lives. 

Signed, 
Troy Hyde 
A guy with no cats 
Plano, Tex. 
Dear Troy: 

I could have told you that. The only door a cat is 
interested in is a closed door. Once the door is open, 
there is nothing to do but find other humans to 
annoy. 


Dear Joe Bob— 

Hey, rethink your review of Iron & Silk. That 
young man with the “very three-dimensional face” 
also had three-dimensional talent (autobiographer/ 
scriptwriter/actor) and—in case you didn’t notice— 
incredibly three-dimensional thigh muscles. You’ve 
been counting breasts for so long that you don’t know 
how to appreciate a highly nuanced performance. 
Shape up. I mean it. 

Kate Styrsky 
Alameda, Calif. 
Dear Kate: 

I don’t care what you say. The guy was a nerd— 

more whiny than the Napa Valley. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Recently, several friends, my husband, and I 
gathered round the VCR for an evening’s entertain- 
ment—and to conduct an experiment. We were 
equipped with electronic counters and several pounds 
of ice cream. The video was Scarface. Our mission: to 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 








The reigning F-word champeen. 


document the number of times the word “focking” (as 
they say with a Cuban accent) or its derivatives 
occurred in the dialogue. 
The plot was feeble but the language was strong. 
Between carving each other up with chainsaws and 
perforating each other with pistols, our linguisti- 
cally limited immigrants racked up an impressive 
average of 185 utterances of the word in question 
(that’s as we counted ’em). We wondered if the moral 
lobotomy they all seem to have undergone had 
affected their speech centers. 
Anyway, we thought you of all people would be 
interested in knowing this. We would like to find out 
if you have a definitive count on this—or if you know 
of any other movie that depends more heavily on a 
single word to carry its dialogue. 
In the interests of scientific inquiry, 
Anna Reynolds Trabucco 
Los Altos Hills, Calif. 

Dear Anna: 

As I’ve said before, there are only two people who 
are able to use the F-word a hundred times in a movie 
and still sound like they mean it. One is Jack 
Nicholson. The other is Jack Warden. Compared to 
these two guys, everybody else is an amateur. 
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This Week's Contest 


David Williams of Buffalo: “Hey, maybe you 
heard a this one. Made in Argentina or some such 
South American place. This guy works in a meat 
packing plant, and there’s this strange machine that 
apparently drains all the blood out of the cows and 
grinds em up or something like that. Anyway, one 
day—don’t remember why—he kills this guy, but 
before he can get rid of the body all these people keep 
coming over and interrupting him. So while he is 
trying to figure out what to do with the body he keeps 
it in his bedroom, and since it’s kinda hot outside the 
body starts stinkin’ to high heaven. I vividly remem- 
ber him going out and buying a case of air freshener 
and spraying it around trying to kill the stench. 
Anyway he finally takes the body to the meat plant 
and disposes of it. Next day he gets a call from this 
guy who apparently lives way up in one of the 
penthouses in this huge skyscraper that sits across 
the street from the meat packing plant guy’s house. 
Seems the penthouse guy has a super powerful 
telescope but instead of watching the stars has been 
watching the meat packer in his endeavors to get rid 
of the body. The penthouse guy ‘asks’ the meat 
packer to kill someone for him and dispose of the 
body in the same manner. That’s all I can remember. 
Any clues? It was pretty cool.” 

A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In 


the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 
We Have A Winner! 


In the February 22 issue, Robert Johnston of 
Vallejo, California, wrote: “I am going to give you 
some information about a movie I saw about one year 
ago, and I hope from this you can tell me the title. A 
couple were driving along a country road when they 
had an accident or car trouble. They started walking 
and came to a graveyard where they met an ex- 
tremely well dressed couple who were going to put 
the first couple to death but spared them for a little 
while so they could watch a number of dancers do 
their dances. All the dancers were strippers hired to 
do the movie dances. I think the couple escaped 
because daylight started coming on.” 

We received 37 correct answers, so our winner, 
chosen by drawing, is Bill Shoemaker of Charles- 
ton, South Carolina, who wrote: “Sometimes I think 
you throw in ridiculously easy questions, just to 
make us feel good. The movie is undoubtedly Orgy of 
the Dead. The screenplay was written by none other 
than Edward D. Wood (auteur of Glen or Glenda, 
Bride of the Monster, Plan 9 From Outer Space, etc.), 


and it even stars Criswell as The Master of the Dead. 
Rated R (in ‘Astravision and Sexicolor’), available 
from Rhino Home Video (at least that’s who made the 
copy I rented).” 

Additional information came from our 36 run- 


ners-up... 

Brian Thomas of Chicago: “Orgy of the Dead 
(1965) was directed by A.C. Stephen (Stephen 
Apostoloff) and written by Edward D. Wood, Jr. Part 
of the nudie-cutie cycle of the early sixties, this was 
Wood’s first contribution to the form, to be followed 
by more explicit (and degrading) work in features 
like Mrs. Stone’s Thing and The Love Feast. He also 
wrote the paperback novelization (if ya got one, send 
it to me!). Apostoloff went on to direct College Girl 
Confidential and Office Love-In. Robert does a good 
job of describing the ‘plot.’ He even remembered the 
bit about daylight coming on at the end, even though 
every third or fourth shot in the picture is daylight 
(in true Ed Wood fashion)! The ‘well dressed couple’ 
in the graveyard were played by TV psychic Criswell 
and Fawn Silver as the Master of the Dead and 
Princess of Darkness, respectively. Two of the strip- 
pers were Texas Starr and Bunny Glaser. They were 
assisted by a comic werewolf and mummy team. 
John Andrews, who played the werewolf, is reported 
to have stolen valuable memorabilia from Forrest J. 
Ackerman, and finished his days as a drunken bum 
on Hollywood Boulevard. Orgy of the Dead is a must- 
see for adult drive-in fans. For more fun in a similar 
vein, check out Kiss Me Quick, available from Some- 
thing Weird Video.” 

Joe Gazdacka of Western Springs, Illinois: 
“William Bates and Pat Barringer play the part of 
the accident victims—a hapless writer and his main 
squeeze. Criswell presides over a Dance of the Dead— 
that is, the ten strip acts performed by the ten large- 
breasted dancers. Bates and Barringer are tied to 
posts and forced to watch the Dance of the Dead. 
Brain-dead dialogue (e.g., Bob to Shirley: ‘Your Pu- 
ritan upbringing may hold you back from my mon- 
sters, but it hasn’t affected your art of kissing.’) 
There are special kudos to choreographer Marc 
Desmond, particularly for his inventive work on 
Texas Starr’s ‘Cat Dance.’ Twenty breasts and ten 
strip acts. Check it out.” 

Gregory Nicoll of Atlanta: “The advertising 
mats for this movie are a total scream, hawking it as 
‘The film that will satisfy every over-sexagesimal 
adult!’ They also include photos of nude women 
which were crudely censored by having an artist 
draw bikinis over their enormous talents!” 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “Criswell en- 
ters the cemetery set wrapped in a long black cape 
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covering his face, instantly recalling Ed Wood’s 
chiropractor doubling for Bela Lugosiin Plan 9 From 
Outer Space. (Maybe Ed’s doc made an unbilled 
cameo in this film!) Nearly a dozen of L.A.’s finest (or 
hungriest) strippers dance topless for many wonder- 
ful minutes at a time, including Texas Starr, Bunny 
Glaser and Colleen O’Brien. 
Leading lady Pat Barringer 
also appears as a topless 
gold-plated ghoulette. When 
the sun rises, all supernatu- 
ral parties disintegrate into 
dusty skeletons, the med 
school wire supports on the 
rib cages clearly visible. I 
loved it!” 

B.T. Elder of Santa 
Rosa, California: “This film, 
only one of the best ‘worst 
films ever made,’ is notable 
for the throwing of yellow 
poker chips at the strippers 
(who portrayed famous 
femmes fatales) by Criswell while he shouts ‘More 
gold! More gold!” 

Dr. Todd Wyatt of Nashville: “The most impor- 
tant scene in this drive-in classic is at the beginning 
where the young couple are driving across the hill- 
sides in a Corvair convertible (at an unsafe speed, of 
course) at night for the close-up shots, but the 
distance footage of the car was shot in broad day- 
light, thus giving one the impression that several 
solar eclipses were occurring. An interesting low- 
budget side-effect.” 

Karl Bunker of Brookline, Massachusetts: “A 
number of hokey subplots are played out, with 
whippings, a werewolf, a vampire, and, of course, 
glorious Edward Wood dialog like ‘More! More tor- 
ture! It pleasures me!” 

Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “Inciden- 
tally, Pat Barringer, the multi-talentless actress 
who played the redheaded heroine, also showed up 
as one of the dancers, a blonde who loved only gold 
and, as punishment, is turned into a gold statue. 
Barringer also appeared in a few more drive-in flicks 
of the sixties, most notably Russ Meyer’s Mondo 
Topless. In a 1990 interview in Psychotronic Video, 
director Stephen C. Apostolof announced plans for 
an Orgy of the Dead 2, as soon as he could find a 
Criswell look-alike to star. I haven’t heard anything 
about this project since then.” 

Aron Silverstone of Davis, California: “One of 
the strippers performed gyrations with her breasts 
that would even have amazed Albert Einstein in the 
way they defied gravity.” 

Clint Williams of Oakland, Michigan: “Pat 
Barrington was notable for the fulsome symmetry of 
her bosom, as seen in a few topless movies of the 
sixties, including Orgy. The Movies Unlimited sale 
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flyer which arrived here a few days ago coinciden- 
tally offers the film that may have included Miss 
Barrington’s most prominent role, The Agony of 
Love. At the point in which Miss Barrington is 
depicted on the movie poster, she is, in the film, 
about to unclasp her bra to display her breasts. It’s 
the sort of movie moment that 
stays with the attentive male 
viewer for a while. Or a life- 
time. I’ve just ordered a copy 
of Agony, to refresh my quar- 
ter-century-old memory of 
Miss Barrington.” 

Peter Allen of Seattle: 
“Robert described one of the 
most boring movies ever made 
with one of the most interest- 
ing titles. When I saw Orgy of 
the Dead, I didn’t know 
whether to get excited or sick. 
Hey, maybe it wasn’t as bor- 
ing as I remember it.” 

David H. Adler of New 
York City: “This film is so dull that even the topless 
women don’t liven it up. I know this is hard to 
believe, but we’re talking a dishpan of a film here.” 

Bob Campbell of Weymouth, Massachusetts: 
“One would think that a low-budget horror movie 
with lots of topside nudity would be good for a couple 
of automatic stars from any drive-in movie buff, but 
I had to force myself to sit through this one to the end. 
Believe me, it makes Ed Wood’s own immortal Plan 
9 From Outer Space look like The Seventh Seal by 
comparison.” 

Jon Bernhardt of Boston: “Certainly one of the 
most boring stripper movies ever made. My friends 
and I found ourselves fast-forwarding past the amaz- 
ingly dull and long strip routines to get to Criswell 
and Vampira’s pronouncements. I seem to recall 
Vampira being very impatient in wanting to put the 
first couple to death and Criswell responding repeat- 
edly ‘There is still time!’ or something to that effect.” 

Bill Roberts of Raymore, Missouri: “The Mas- 
ter of the Dead is holding court with The Princess of 
Darkness to determine if the women who ‘dance’ for 
him shall be saved or sent to the netherworld. First, 
an Indian, wearing nothing but a white headband 
and red pants, dances around a smokey fire to an 
inane Indian chant over the soundtrack. When she 
leaves, the red-haired, black-bikini-bottomed 
‘streetwalker’ performs her dance. Next is the ‘gold 
dance’ where a blonde with a G-string ends up being 
dipped in a kettle and comes out covered in gold, like 
the woman in James Bond’s Goldfinger. The next 
woman is in a cat outfit with strategic areas cut out, 
dancing to some hokey pokey chopsticks music. 
Eventually she doffs the cat outfit. Next is the 
brunette ‘slave girl’ who dances in a yellow dress, 
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then disrobes to a white G-string. This is followed by 
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the ‘Mexican dance’ where the black-haired, red- 
dressed woman strips to a black veil and white G- 
string. Then comes the ‘Hawaiian dance’ where the 
black-haired woman in the rainbow dress strips to a 
pink G-string. Then, in the ‘skeleton dance,’ a blonde 
in a white dress strips to a wedding veil and G-string. 
Hers is probably the liveliest dance of the ten. Next 
is the ‘zombie dance’ where we are treated to a 
woman with black hair and a bikini bottom to match. 
Finally comes the ‘fluff dance’ where a woman in 
rainbow ribbons, feathers and fluff strips to a black 
leather bikini bottom. The ‘festivities’ are halted 
when the sun starts to rise, turning The Master of 
the Dead and the Princess of Darkness into a bunch 
- bones. To the best of my knowledge, the film was 


Subscribe Now and Get ‘Even Hitler’ for a Lousy Ten Bucks! | 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We Are the Weird 
and you'll get a VHS copy of Ronnie Cramer’s critically acclaimed opus, Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend, for only $10 (regularly $14.95 plus shipping). Age 
statement required for video (18 or older). Hurry! Offer expires May 31, 1993. 
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not nominated for any Academy Awards.” 

Eric Lodge of Pottstown, Pennsylvania: “I saw 
that film while I was living in Berkeley, at the UC 
Theater. The film was so bad, and the women were 
so ugly, and their strip teases so uninspired, that 
people started booing each time another one got up 
to do their dance. Absolutely wretched. The only 
interesting part was when the head dead guy had 
gold coins (?) poured on one of the strippers.” 

Stephen Weakley of Elk Grove Village, Illi- 
nois: “It’s great to watch Criswell sitting on his 
throne, trying desperately to look like he’s enjoying 
these women taking their clothes off in front of him.” 

Mark Feingold of Omaha: “The credits say 
‘Screenplay by Edward D. Wood, Jr., based on ed 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend—$80 in foreign countries. 
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Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
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Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
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novel Orgy of the Dead. What 
novel? How do you put 90 minutes 
of fat strippers in novel form?” 
Also answering correctly were 
Brad Baylor of Austin, Texas; 
Bill W. Dalton of Santa Ana, Cali- 
fornia; Dymon Enlow of 


McKinney, Texas; Greg Feazell 


of Austin, Texas; David P. Hagen 
of Tallahassee, Florida; Brian 
Johnson of Greenville, Pennsy]l- 
vania; Dale M. Johnson of Cin- 
cinnati; Richard Linoleum of 
Park Forest, Illinois; Mare A. 
Michaud of West Warwick, Rhode 
Island; Tim Murphy of El Monte, 
California; Ken Nash of Medford, 
Oregon; Nancy Peay of Norman, 
Oklahoma; Dominik Salemi of 
Arlington, Virginia; Chad 
Scheres of Los Angeles; Jim 
Siergey of Chicago; Dorthy 
Shellorne of Seattle; G. Garry 
Sperrazza of Buffalo; and C.J. 
Wilson of Oklahoma City. 


Find That Flick’ Update 


Christopher B. Martin of 
Richmond, Virginia, has addi- 
tional information about the 
“Where is Vanessa Angel?” ques- 
tion sent in by Mike Farrell a few 
months back: “If Mike is lucky, he 
can experience Vanessa Angel up 
close and personal in his home- 
town. I saw her strip at the Lee 
Art here in Richmond. They men- 
tioned her appearance in the 
Stallone movie in the intro. Nice 
act, cute costumes, probably 
Mammarex.” 


Get Yours— 
| Dirt Cheap! | 
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Place a personal ad or message, sell 

or trade videos, publicize events! What- 

| ever! Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and | 

| charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 addi- | 

| tional fee (don't forget your signature | 
and expiration date) or mail your ad with 

| check payable toWe Are The Weird, P.O. | 

| Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Allow three | 
weeks. Display advertising is $75/ inch. 

$10 for 15 words 

| 60 cents each additional word | 

| Run the ad a second time at half | 

price! 
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Video Sales 


Godzilla vs. King Ghidora, Chinese Ghost 
Story, Story of Ricky. Hundreds more. Free 
catalog. Video madman, P.O. Box 40094, 
San Diego, CA 92164. 


Amateur adult videos. Sociosexual docu- 


mentaries or one-hand videos? You decide! 
Send SASE for free list. Hour sample—$20. 
Adults only, please. MacLean-Jameson, P.O. 
Box 191544, San Francisco, CA 94119. 
Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 305 W. 
28th St., #12D, New York, NY 10001. 


Miscellaneous 


Greetings from Tromaville! We appreciate 
your enthusiasm for Tromabilia! The ulti- 
mate movie collectables! Send $3 for cata- 
log listing hundreds of Troma-tic items avail- 
able—posters, t-shirts, cassettes of Troma 
trailers, buttons, photos from The Toxic 
Avenger I, II and III, Class of Nuke Em 
High I, Wand Ill, Sgt. Kabukiman N.Y.P.D., 
Troma’s War, Bloodsucking Freaks, Def By 
Temptation, Rabid Grannies and many 
more! Tromabilia c/o Troma, Inc., Radio 
City Station, P.O. Box 486, New York, NY 
10101-0486. 


Fanzines 


Fond Memories—Only authorized Betty 
Page fanzine. $3/age statement to: Fond 
Memories, 14622 135th Ct. NE, Kirkland 
WA 98034. 

Underground Office Memos Book. Hilari- 
ous, risqué, authentic memos! Mature read- 
ers. $3 cash or check. Yendie Boox Publish- 


ing, Inc., P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

e 
Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 
Lamp! Read what his three wishes are! 
Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 
freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub- 
lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

e 
The Realm of Satan. The shocking story of 
a turd possessed by the devil! 20 page comic. 
Send $2 to Chad Scheres, P.O. Box 461027, 
Los Angeles, CA 90046. 

e 
MSTies! Subscribe to Crow’s Nest, the 
MST3K zine for news, humor, art. $6/year. 
P.O. Box 3825, Evansville, IN 47736-3825. 


Video Trades 


Some mutant gene made me buy over 300 
different factory Beta features from a failed 
video store. Would like to trade for other 
Beta—obscure, odd, features, classic, what- 
ever. Good copies okay. Send your list. 
George Theofiles, P.O. Box 191, New Free- 
dom, PA 17349-0191. 


1,500 rare/unusual movies for trading. Send 
lists: John Charles, 55 Yarmouth St. #701, 
Guelph, Ontario, Canada N1H 7R4. 


Video Collectors — 

__ If you collect and want to 
trade videos, Joe Bob will give 
you a free ad (up to 20 words— 
60 cents each additional word). — 
No businesses. No dealers. P.O. 
Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 
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